n4         HELEN REDEEMED
But fated Paris nowise.    Her soul, distraught To save him, proved the net where he was
caught.
For more she anguisht lest love be his bane The fiercelier spurred she him, to make him
fain Of that which had been ruinous to all.
But all the household gathered on the wall % While   these  two   in   discordant   bed were
plight,
And watcht the Achaian fires.    No beacon-light Showed by the shore, but countless, flickering,
streamed
Innumerable lights, wove, dipt and gleamed Like fireflies on a night of summer heat, Withal one way they moved, though many
fceat
Across and back, and mingled with the rest. Anon a great glare kindled from the crest Of Ida, and was answered by a blaze Behind the ships, which threw up in red haze Huge forms of prow and beak.    Then from
the Mound
Of Ilos fire shot up, from sacred ground, And out the mazy glory of moving lights One sped and flared, as of the meteorites In autumn some fly further, brighter courses. A chariot!    They heard the thunder of the
horses; And as they flew the torch left a bright wake.